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The passage across tl\e Atlantic to the Western
World appears to have been of the usual length
and character, and to have elicited no remarks

from our youthful soldier.    His next letter is from

Boston camp, and is dated August 7th, 1774,

tfBy this time I fear my clear Bess has set
me down as the most ungrateful of mortals. To
have encountered the perils of a thousand leagues
across the Atlantic, and not have told her of his
safety the moment he landed, is such a violation
of the laws of love and friendship,, as has not
occurred since the days of ,/Eneas!

" Of course you will have heard of my sickness
and sulkiness at the tediousness of the passage,
&c., without my plaguing you with a narration
thereof in this place. Don't you thank me that,
unlike some correspondents, I keep the unpleasant
part for others., nncl communicate only what* is
pleasing to you ? In proof of this modest asser-
tion (you'll say Hibernian air still infects me,) I
proceed to state what I know will give you the
greatest pleasure. I was yesterday pleading (and
if men's countenances are an index of the mind, I
flatter myself with success,) or rather telling a
poor unfortunate boy,, one of my recruits, how to
plead, before a general court-martial, by which he
was to be tried for his life. His crime was deser-
tion, which our present situation, and the num-
bers who have deserted since our landing (NJ1